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NUMBER LXXXV. 





By ADAM FITZ-ADAM. 





To be continued every THURSDAY. 





THuursbay, Auguf the 15th, 1754. 





To Mr. Fitrz-ApaAwM, 


yAM a young country bride of eight- 
=) a RE cen (if I may call myfelf a bride after 

3934.9 having been marriedamonth and two 
y° days) and if my hufband, who every 
Y body fays is the handfomeft and beft 


) mademan inthecounty, does not flat- 





ter me, I am as agreeable as youth, health, good features, 
a clear fkin, and an eafy fhape can make me. We both 
married for love ; and I may venture to fay that no cou- 
ple in the world have been happier than we. But-alas! 
Mr. Fitz-Adam, within this laft week the dear man 
has appeared to be unufually thoughtful and low-fpi- 
rited ; and the day before yefterday he came booted to 


me 
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me at breakfaft, and told me that a fudden and unex- 
pected affair had made it neceflary for him to fet out that 
morning for his eftate in Berkfhire. 

As I thought it my duty not to pry into more than 
he had a mind to tell me, I only wifhed him a fafe 
journey and a fpeedy return, and faw him take horfe. 

I amusep myfelf as well as I could the firft day of 
his abfence by looking into family affairs. The fecond 
day I was vifited by a widow lady in the neighbourhood, 
who from a vaft flow of fpirits, and a particular freedom 
of fpeech, is thought by our fober country people to be 
a very odd kind of a lady. ‘“ My dear creature!” faid 
fhe, running up to me and faluting me, ‘“‘ I heard you 
“* were alone, and thought it would be charity to vifit 
“¢ the forfaken and afflicted.” ‘* Indeed, madam,” an- 
fwered I with a figh, “‘ I am foolifhly out of {pirits.” 
«© Nay, fays fhe, my dear, I am far from blaming you; 
“¢ the abfence of a hufband a month after marriage is as 
‘¢ bad as his death would be fome years hence.” “ How, 
interrupted I, “ do you think—?” “ Nay, 
“« nay, no grave faces,” fhe replied, “ I only {peak for 
<< myfelf. I had not been married to major Machoney 
“ three weeks before he was ordered away with his re- 


“© madam,’ 


“« giment to Flanders; and I affure you that the news 
‘* of his death four months after did not fhock me half 
«© fo much as our firft parting.” ‘* You are not in ear- 
© neft!” cried I with aftonifhment. “ Why not? 
“« faid fhe. But I fhould have told you, my dear, that 
‘ he had loft a leg and an arm the week before; fo that 
“« I was quite prepared: and indeed it was always a 
‘* fentiment of mine, that a brave man had better be 
** dead than difabled. But pray,” continued the, {mi- 
ling and looking oddly with her eyes, “ where is 


** your 
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« your hufband, child?” I told her bufinefs had called 


him into Berkfhire. “ Yes, yes, fays fhe, we all know 
« his bufinefs. Have you never heard of his having an 
‘* uncle in that county? Depend upon it, my dear, he is 
« gone to fee his uncle.” 

I was greatly furprifed at hearing of my hufband’s 
uncle, having never received the leaft hint from him that 
he had any fuch relation; and of this Mrs. Machoney 
would give me no other information, than by affuring 
me that to her certain knowledge he was gone to fee 
his uncle. 

A PARTICULAR friend of my hufband’s dropt in up- 
on us at this inftant, who, upon my enquiring after this 
uncle, and if he had heard his friend talk of making 
him a vifit, feemed to be of the widow’s opinion, though 
he could not take upon him to affert that he had ever 
feen him, or fo much as knew in what part of Berk- 
fhire he lived. 

I BEGAN now to grow uneafy; for as I had been 
married in the face of the world, and as none of my 
own relations were ftrangers to my hufband, I thought 
it a little odd that any of his fhould be fo to me. But 
I was foon eafed of this perplexity by being thrown into 
a greater. As I have conftantly taken in your papers, 
it occurred to me all at once, that this uncle whom my 
hufband was gone to vifit, was no other than a Welch 
uncle, who according to the fifty-fixth number of the 
Wor Lp, is one who officiates in genteel families in the 
capacity ofa Hearer. And now it went to my very 
heart, to think that I had fo tired my hufband by my 
talkativenefs, as to compel him to take a journey into 
Berkfhire in fearch of a Hearer. It is impoffible to 
tell you what pain it gave me; yet furely fome -allow- 


ance 
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ance fhould be made for the pratling of a bride, who 
has a thoufand things to fay to a hufband, which fhe 
durft not to her lover. But whatever excufes may be 
made for me, either from my youth, my fex, my fond- 
nefs, or my love of talking, it gives me the mott pier- 
cing concern to know that Iam the fole caufe of his 
taking this journey: and it is to tell him of this con- 
cern, and the amendment it has produced, that I trou- 
ble you with this letter ; which if it fhould find him in 
his retreat (for the Wor tp I am told is in almoft every 
part of England) may haften him to his home again, 
where he fhall find me for my whole life to come the 
moft willing of all HEARERs. 

I assure you, fir, Iam not myfelf when I think on 
what I have done. Good Heaven! I cry twenty times 
an hour, that in the very firft month of our marriage I 
fhould have fent the dear creature upon a vifit to an 
uNnCLE! I would do any thing, Mr. Fitz-Adam, to pre- 
vent the frequency of thefe vifits: and that he may 
know more of my mind than I can have courage to tell 
him any other way, I beg your immediate publication 
of this letter; which as it cannot be an entertainment 
to your readers, will be a proof of your great good-na- 
ture, and the higheft obligation to, 

SIR, 
Your moft humble fervant, 
and admirer, 
Ss. W. 
Mr. Fitz-ApDam, 


Your attempt in your fifty-feventh paper to refcue 
Parfons, Authors and Cuckolds from the contempt 
which the generality of mankind are too apt to entertain 


for them, was extremely generous and praife-worthy. 
It 
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It is in the triple capacity of Parfon, Author and Cuc- 
kold that I write this letter. By the will of my parents 
I am a Parfon ; by my own wants I am an Author ; and 
by the wants of my wife lama Cuckold. So that were 
all or either of thefe profeffions in reality contemptible, 
as [am neither of them by choice, I ought in juftice to 
efcape the obloquy that attends them. 

In regard to my parents (who are now at reft in their 
graves) I acquit them of any evil intention in making 
me a Parfon. Of myfelf I can truly fay, that my wants 
were fo urgent, I muft either have ftarved or turned 
Author ; and as to my wife, every body who knows her 
will acknowledge her wants to have been equally urgent, 
by the pains fhe has taken to get them fupplied. 

But notwithftanding all thefe circumftances in my 
favour, and what is ftill more, the honour you have 
done us by efpoufing our caufe, I do not find that I am 
one jot the better treated. As a Parfon I am preaching 
every funday to an audience faft aileep: as an Author, 
the {quire of the parifh, and all thofe that hunt with 
him, are removing their handkerchiefs from the pocket 
that is next me as often as I fit down at table with them : 
and as a Cuckold, the very children in the ftreet are 
taught to hold up their fingers to their foreheads and 
butt at me as I pafs by them. 

No longer ago than yefterday, I overheard my daugh- 
ter Jenny, a girl of fix years old, enquiring of her mo- 
ther what made papa be fuch a Cuckold; for that mit. 
Maddocks, and mifs Tomlinfon, and all the miffes at 
{chool faid, that te be fure he mutt be a fad man to be 
fuch a Cuckold. And two days ago my little boy, who is 
but a year older than his fifter, ran crying into the kitch- 
enas T was chiding him for not faying his catechifin, 
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and told the maid that papa had toffed him with his 
horns. A neighbour's daughter indeed, who is juft en- 
tering into her teens, tells me that fhe fhould like a 
Cuckold for a hufband of all things, for that Iam fo 
pure and good-humoured, nothing can be tike it. To 
fay the truth, I have hardly a friend in the world, out 
of my own family, except this girl and an officer of the 
blues, whofe quarters are within afew doors of us, and 
who often talks to my wife about a living which is in his 
father’s gift, and which upon the death of the prefent 
incumbent he affures her fhall be mine. I know of no 
obligations that this gentleman is under to me, except 
that he has been remarkably lucky in horfe-fieth fince 
his coming into thefe parts; and which it is faid he 
afcribes folely to his acquaintance in my family. But 
though I may now and then have given him my opinion, 
his fuccefs that way has been more owing to his own 
fkill, than to any judgment of mine. 

Bur I am running my letter into length, when I only 
intended to tell you that your paper upon the three or- 
ders to which I belong, though well intended, has fail- 
ed of it’s effect: and to aflure you that in confideration 
of the intention, as a Parfon I fhall pray for you, as an 
Author I fhall praife you, and as a Cuckold I fhall be 
proud of an opportunity of making you acquainted with 
my wife. 

Iam, S1rR, 
Your obliged and 
moft bumble fervant, 
t.8. 





LONDON: Printed forR. DO DS LEY in Pall-Mall, (where 
letters to the author are taken in) and fold by M. COOPER at the 
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